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"The muzhik is stirred up," said the mother quietly,
following Rybin with a thoughtful gaze.
"Yes," answered Sophia. "I've never seen a face like
his before—that of a martyr. Let's go in there too; I want
to watch them;"
"Don't let his harshness hurt you," said the mother
gently.
Sophia laughed.
"What a darling you are, Nilovna!"
When they reached the entrance, Ignat raised his head
and threw them a quick glance, then he ran his fingers
through his curly hair and bent over the paper spread out
on his knees; Rybin was standing holding his paper in a
ray of sunlight coming through a crack in the roof, taov-
ing his lips as he read; Yakov was on his knees before
a pile of leaflets spread out on a bunk.
The mother crossed to a corner of the shelter-and sat
down, while Sophia stood behind her with her hand on
her shoulder, silently watching the men.
"They're finding fault with us muzhiks, Uncle Mikhai-
lo," said Yakov quietly, without   turning round. Rybin
looked at him and laughed.
"That's because they love us," he said.
Ignat took a deep breath and raised his head.
"Here it says, The peasant no longer looks like a human
being.' Of course he doesn't." A shadow passed over his
plain, open face, as though he were offended. "Well,
climb inside my skin for a while and we'll see what you
look like, smarty!"
"I'm going to lie down," said the mother to Sophia.
"I'm tired, and this smell makes my head swim. What
about you?"
"I don't want to rest."
The mother lay down on the bunk and began to doze.
Sophia sat beside her watching the men and driving away
any wasps or bees that came to disturb the elder woman's
rest. The mother watched her through half-closed eyes,
touched by such thoughtfulness.

